CHAPTER       EIGHTEEN
altogether. His wife ceases to be his mistress. She
becomes just his wife, the mother of his children, and
the keeper of his home. And as for him - he gets
back to work.
*To a cultured European, a wife is always, even if
only in spirit, his mistress. Why? Don't ask me. I
can only assume, as I said before, that it is a question
of manners. Yes, it must be manners. For I remem-
ber staying at an old country house in England, where
I knew my host was bored to tears by his wife. But
he offered her the courtesy he would offer to a queen*
It was all mechanical, but it was very pretty/
The confession was almost at an end. 'What I
want you to realize,* she said, * is the effect that this
has upon young American women who have been
married for a few years/
*What effect does it have?' I asked.
'Look around you/ she said,
I looked around me. It was at a private dance, and
there were many women there who were in the same
position as my confidante. And in the light of this
recent revelation it seemed to me that all their eyes
were hungry, and all their arms straining for some-
thing that perpetually eluded them.
'They look as though they were searching for
something/
She laughed triumphantly. 'You're right We all
are. It isn't just a question of sex. Sex enters into it,
of course, but the main cause of our state of mind is
the fact that all of us, after a year or two of adoration,
have been suddenly left high and dry. We haven't
even been let down gently. One night we were
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